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Intoxication 


Author's Notes: 
Hard to believe it's been 2 years since | wrote this. The story doesn't specifically mention Roger Waters' name, 


but that's who | had in mind when | wrote it. 


The room is light and airy. It is late afternoon and the sun is striving to shine its last rays through the large 
windows that flock the eastern half of the room. Bare light wood flooring, polished to a dull shine, and bright 
white walls do nothing but to enhance the sunbeams as they emanate throughout the room, creating a soft 
yellow glow on the appropriately colored, simple furniture. Near the windows sit a black iron birdcage, and a 
few feet in front of it is a sofa Along another wall in the room sit a few unoccupied chairs, 

maybe waiting for some weary visitor to rest their aching limbs. The remainder of the room is furnished in 


the same manner, reflecting perhaps the true nature of its owner. 


| stand in the center of the room, unsure where | am allowed to go and what | am permitted to touch. After 
all, | am finding myself in the home of a person whom | have just recently acquainted with. | shift nervously 


from one foot to the other, wondering if my companion will return soon from wherever he has disappeared to. 


"Go ahead, it's all right, make yourself at home." 

| look up from the floorboards and see him enter the room. He is still dressed in the same clothes that he had 
been wearing before, jeans and a black t-shirt. However, he has produced an acoustic guitar from somewhere 
in the house and carefully holds it by the neck as he navigates his way over to the sofa, where he seats 
himself and invites me to join him with a gesture of his hand. 

"Thanks," | reply. Hesitantly | step over to the sofa and sit down so as to give the man freedom to play. 
Carefully he places the guitar into position, his fingers barely brushing the instrument as he makes sure that 


it is in tune. When finished with that he turns to me, allowing me the liberty of a hint of a smile. 


"Now... what shall | play?" he asks me, his wonderfully rich British accent perfectly complimenting our 


surroundings. 

| wasn't picky. "Play whatever you like." 

"All right, then" Lifting his fingers to the stringshe begins a slow, hauntingly beautiful piece. Like the rest of 
the music this man has brought into the world, | instantly feel drawn to the melody and drift away as if | 
were ina trance. The man sings of peace, of happiness and light. He describes a place where it is dark yet 
there is an indescribable feeling of freedom, of joy and a deep feeling which | cannot place. The lyrics and the 
music compliment one another perfectly, taking me on yet another journey of pure sonic intoxication. 

The song ends and | realize that | have shut my eyes. | open them and find him looking at me curiously. 

"| suppose you liked that one, then?" | am asked. 


"Yes. It was absolutely fantastic." | am not acting when | say this. | mean the truth. 


He smiles at me. "Good. I'm glad." At my request he continues to play; most of the songs are from his past 
and | cannot help but to softly sing the words to those songs that have lyrics. 


After we have exhausted a good portion of his acoustic catalogue he expresses the desire to stop playing and | 
agree. He carefully leans the guitar against a nearby table, and then offers me a drink. | decline but he leaves 


the room and returns with a couple of glasses and a bottle anyways. 


He opens the bottle and | am offered a wine glass half full of some interesting substance. Not wanting to be 
rude, | smell the contents. It is definitely alcoholic, though | still cannot place what it is exactly. 


"You don't have to drink it if you don't want to. | just thought it might help calm you down" 
How did he know | was still a little nervous? Was it that obvious? 


"No, it's okay." | lift the glass to my mouth and take a sip. The taste is intriguing and almost instantly | have 


finished the glass and am asking for another. Eventually four glasses have made their way into my 
bloodstream and | am told that that is enough, that if | have any more | will surely become intoxicated. 


| reclaim my spot on the black leather sofa while the man returns the glasses and wine to wherever he had 


obtained them from. He comes back into the room and sits down next to me again. 


"Have you calmed down yet?" There is a look in his eyes that | have not seen before. It is not hostile but 


instead offers an emotion, invites me to look deeper into the farther reaches of this man's soul. 


"m getting there, thanks." The four glasses of wine, or whatever it is, 
have formed a wonderfully pleasing heat throughout my body. | smile at him and 
lean back further into the sofa, stretching an arm across the top. 


"Nice" He reaches over and takes the hand on top of the sofa in his own, looking into my eyes as he does so. "| 


wanted you to feel like you do now. It's an interesting sensation, isn't it?" 


| nodded. "Yes, it is." | stare back at him and take in the peacefulness of his face, the shimmering graying hairs 
and intriguing hazel eyes that seem to me (at the moment) as if | am staring back at an angel. Suddenly the 
heat forms into a wave and | am forced to shift positions on a reflex, stifling a groan that is attempting to 


make itself audible. 


"Nice," he says again, and draws me to him. | think of all the times that | have dreamed of this exact moment 
in the past, mere fleeting glimpses of a day that | believed would never occur in my existence. Apparently | 
was wrong. | wonder if he has drank as much as | have and struggle to recall that fact. | cannot remember, 


nor do | particularly care at the moment. 


| now find myself face to face with this man, the musician, the creative genius, the man | never believed would 
be a part of my reality. My mind recalls all these thoughts as the man places a hand on the side of my head 
and gently presses his mouth against mine. The kiss is warm and intoxicating and more than | ever had 
imagined. His other arm embraces me as we continue this for several moments, the sensation becoming all the 


more heated by the minute. 


| manage to pull away for a moment. "I thought you said | would only become intoxicated if | drank any more," | 


tell him. 

He laughs. "This is a completely different form of intoxication, love." 

He embraces me again and as this happens another wave of heat engulfs me. This leaves me with no decision 
other than to hold the man tighter. | realize | have felt like this before, but nothing compares to how | am 


feeling at this exact moment in time. 


The man helps me to stand, keeping an arm around me to steady me. "Come with me," he says, and | am 


guided blindly through a corridor (the sun has set by now) into a dark room. He closes the door behind us and 


leads me further into the room, stopping somewhere and briefly, yet gently, pressing me backwards until | fall 
back onto a surface that I'm sure is a bed. 


| now feel his weight easing on top of me. The waves are starting to come faster now and | accidentally let a 
moan slip out audibly while he is beginning to kiss me again. 


"There you go.." He laughs softly. "It's okay, you're allowed to do that" He takes a hand and runs it down the 
length of my body, then kisses me yet again and somehow his tongue finds its way inside my mouth. We are 
rolling around on the fairly large bed now, he is forcefully (but | appreciate it) holding me against him and his 
touch has become slightly more frantic also. | am not surprised when he pulls away from me and makes the 
request that | remove my clothes. It makes no difference to me; all | am focused on now is the sensation, the 
intoxication. | do as he asks then lean over and unzip his jeans. Soon he is unclothed like me and we are lying 


down once again, entwined in each other's arms. 


| am starting to become frustrated with the heat. It is now a constant ache and | am continually pressing 
myself against him, now wishing for nothing more than release. The man understands this and slowly, 
deliberately, lets his hand slip between my legs. He gently strokes me for a few minutes then grins wickedly 
and slips a few fingers inside me, drawing them in and out slowly. | want to scream but he is kissing me again, 
harder than ever before. As this happens | become aware of the pulsating, engorged object that is to become 
my salvation. | feel it for a brief moment, brushing against my thigh, then finally he is inside me and | have 
the opportunity to scream at last, to voice my devotion. He somehow 

knows exactly how | want it and on the spur of the moment begins to fuck my brains out. It is not a long time 
before my brain is completely gone and I'm constantly screaming, fighting to breathe.. until thankfully | scream 
his name one last time and come violently; he does the same mere seconds later and we separate, collapsing 


back onto the bed in sublime satisfaction. 


